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the lake, on which is a fair house built on a mount;
indeed, the whole island is a mount ascended by sev-
eral terraces and walks all set above with orange and
citron trees.

The next we saw was Isola, and we left on our right
hand the Isle of St. Jovanni; and so sailing by another
small town built also on an island, we arrived at night
at Margazzo, an obscure village at the end of the lake,
and at the very foot of the Alps, which now rise as it
were suddenly after some hundreds of miles of the most
even country in the world, and where there is hardly a
stone to be found, as if Nature had here swept up the
rubbish of the earth in the Alps, to form and clear the
plains of Lombardy, which we had hitherto passed since
our coming from Venice. In this wretched place, I lay
on a bed stuffed with leaves, which made such a crack-
ling and did so prick my skin through the tick, that I
could not sleep. The next morning, I was furnished
with an ass, for we could not get horses; instead of stir*
nips, we had ropes tied with a loop to put our feet in,
which supplied the place of other trappings. Thus, with
my gallant steed, bridled with my Turkish present, we
passed through a reasonably pleasant but very narrow
valley, till we came to Duomo, where we rested, and,
having showed the Spanish pass, the Governor would
press another on us, that his secretary might get a
crown. Here we exchanged our asses for mules, sure-
footed on the hills and precipices, being accustomed to
pass them. Hiring a guide, we were brought that night
through very steep, craggy, and dangerous passages to a
village called Vedra, being the last of the King of Spain's
dominions in the Duchy of Milan. We had a very in-
famous wretched lodging.

The next morning we mounted again through strange,
horrid, and fearful crags and tracts, abounding in pine
trees, and only inhabited by bears, wolves, and wild
goats; nor could we anywhere see above a pistol shot be-
fore us, the horizon being terminated with rocks and
mountains, whose tops, covered with snow, seemed to
touch the skies, and in many places pierced the clouds.
Some of these vast mountains were but one entire stone,
between whose clefts now and then precipitated great
cataracts of melted snow, and other waters, which madend
